solved to-morrow, only to be succeeded by further dilemmas. In
these dramas the head of the sound department comes into his own.
His is one of innumerable trades created by radio. His ears are
attuned to the most delicate nuances of sound. A recording company
may bring him forty records and he knows that, of them all, only
the fire-alarm bell is genuine and not produced in a studio. In a
cinema he need not close his eyes to decide whether a film's sound
would pass muster on the air (and generally it would not), for he is
sensitive to the perspective of sound. He recognizes, for example,
the sounds of an aeroplane revving up, taxi-ing over the tarmac,
taking off, precisely as they will strike the ear from the different
vantage points of the cockpit and of the tarmac, both from behind
and in front of the machine.
This man is an artist in sound, and no good artist is careless. On
one occasion fifty records were made before he considered he had
achieved accurately enough the dead whistle of a siren in fog. To
record surf entailed more than a visit to the seashore with a recording
machine. For five nights technicians went to the shore, and five
times the surf did not sound like surf. Each night something was
missing, the wind was in the wrong quarter or the waves were too
high to create the true impression of the sound recorded. On the
sixth night the microphone was placed at the waves' edge, on a
floating raft and at the end of a jetty, but only when floated on a tin
reflector was the surf sound of the long, peaceful roll, the splash,
the gurgling backwash of the last and smallest wave captured to
satisfy the expert.
The sound engineer is of the utmost importance, and commands
an enormous salary. Toscanini may conduct a hundred men in his
own inimitable way, but it is for the engineer to assure the music's
fine and true transmission.
The sound engineer has studied his job scientifically. He has
acquired another sense so acutely developed that it makes us realize
how little we use our ears. Our ears select sounds. When we throw
up the window in New York, it is only for a brief moment that we
hear the composite roar of the traffic below; soon our ears sift only
the separate hoots and screams which contribute to the noisy whole.
The sound artist must simulate these noises so that we are able to
identify them with those we hear in our minds. Radio authors are
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